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echoed throughout the Faubourg St.  Honore and
beyond.

* Hush, dear/ said Miss Plimsoll, f you have been
very naughty/

There was a toy-shop in those days at the corner
of the Rue de Rivoli and the Rue de Castiglione.
It contained, among many other objects, a harlequin
in diamond-patterned satin, whose eyes and hands
moved rhythmically. I loved that harlequin. I was
given instead a pegtop with a little whip with which
to beat it. It was evident from the first that my elders
imagined that from this pegtop I would derive both
movement and pleasure. Even my aunt accompanied
Miss Plimsoll and myself down to the garden gate
which gave upon the Champs Elys&s. In an orgy
of flagellation I struck that pegtop with my little
whip. They had omitted to tell me that some initial
process of giration was necessary before any pegtop
would consent to be whipped. It seemed to me a
rotund and withal inert object which persisted in
remaining recumbent. Miss Plimsoll, although dis-
approving of my failure, was herself equally in-
competent. The pegtop was anything but a success.
It was from that moment that I derived the sad theory
that I was bad at games.

This was not the only object which I acquired
from the toy-shop. I had also bought a telephone.
It consisted of two cardboard ear-pieces shaped like
those cones which serve as drinking flasks in American
trains. These cones were connected with each other
by a length of strong cotton encircling a neat little
cardboard winder. The larger end of the two cones
was closed by a taut tendon^of parchment; and it